Canvey Island might be becoming too hot to hold him.
So she took him off to the Channel Islands. On their
return to England he was arrested at Weymouth as a
deserter from the Army, a chapter of his history which
he had not revealed, and haled off to jail.
Visits were not the only break in the monotony
of the school routine. Probably it was my misfortune
that I wasn't interested in the games we played, net-ball
and rounders. Possibly it was my fault that I couldn't
fling myself with artless enthusiasm into Girl-Guiding,
and found its whistle-blowing, training over windy
commons, polishing buttons and disheartened choruses
round laboriously constructed camp-fires a cheerless
imitation of boyhood. I recovered my spirits more
easily at the socials that were held at rare intervals in
each year, with a Christmas tree at Christmas. Then
alone we were allowed to put on our own clothes, wsar
hair-ribbons and bring out our few mean trinkets. The
annual seaside holiday was merely a translation of our
daily drudgery to less familiar and more irksome
surroundings. Issued each with a canvas mattress and
bolster, to be stuffed with straw, a knapsack for our
clothes, an apple, an orange and a packet of biscuits,
we were crammed Into a special train for Weymouth.
It was pleasant to look out of a lazy window at the
flashing fields, the unbounded trees, the free, happy
people, but it was a pleasure the hours had soon drained
to nothing. When we arrived, we were quartered in a
council school; our mattresses must be filled and laid on
the floor for sleep, there was housework to be done and
less conveniences for doing it. Our only picnics were
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